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Disclaimer: This story is a work of fiction. 


Aimee heard the faint sounds of an aucostic guitar floating through the paper thin walls of her apartment. She 
had only being living in that place for about a month and had never known that she had a neighbor. Whoever it 
was played wonderfully. Aimee closed her eyes and listened intensely to the music. There was no singing and 


Aimee wondered if it was a man or a woman playing. 


The music stopped and Aimee got up off the floor. Aimee walked over to her front door and had opened it 
halfway before she realized she was just wearing a pair of light pink panties and a tight, sheer, pink tank-top 
that didn't leave anything to the imagination Her neighbor would probably think she was a total slut if she 
knocked on their door dressed like that. Aimee closed the door and walked back to her room, picked up a pair of 
jeans that had been left discarded on the floor and put them on. Then she pulled a black T-shirt out of her 
closet, slipped it on, then proceded to run a brush through her thick black hair. Satisfied with her outfit, 
Aimee headed out the door, but not before putting on some blood red lipstick. It was her favorite. 


Aimee walked over to the apartment next door and knocked on the door. Her stomach was doing flip-flops; she 


always got nervous when she met new people. A few moments later a young guy answered the door. 
"Hi," he said in a pleasant English accent. 

He looked vaguely familiar to Aimee, but she couldn't place him. 

"Hi. I'm your neighbor, Aimee," she said. 

She felt like a complete dork saying that. 

"l'm Dan," he replied, extending his hand out. 

Aimee shook his hand. His hand was extremely warm and it sent pleasant chills up her spine. 

"Please come in," he said, opening the door a little wider. 

"Thanks." 


Normally Dan didn't let women strangers into his apartment, but Aimee didn't seem like an insane fan, so he 


figured it was okay. His eyes wandered down to her nicely shaped ass, which the tight jeans accentuated. 
"Please, have a seat," Dan said, motioning to the couch. 

"Thanks," Aimee replied, sitting down. 

Dan was attractive. He was really tall compared to Aimee's five foot two frame, he had long brownish-blond 
curls that fell a little past his shoulders, intense eyes and a very handsome face. He sat down on a chair that 
was next to the couch. 

"Are you a musician?" Aimee asked, noticing all the equipment around the apartment. 

"Yeah, a guitarist," he replied, pulling a pack of cigarettes from his pocket. 

She watched his long slender fingers pull one out, then light it up. He offered her the pack and she took one. 
Aimee had always meant to swear off smoking, but could never seem to quit. He leaned forward and lit up her 
cigarette and Aimee felt her heart flutter. 

"What part of America are you from?" he asked. 


"Maryland, around the DC. Area," she replied. 


"My band played in DC, umm, the 430 club." 


"| use to go there a lot, haven't been in awhile.” 

"How long have you been living here?" 

"A month, give or take a couple days," she replied. 

He was really friendly. 

"How do you like living here?" 

| like it a lot better now, she thought to herself. 

"Well, | like living here a lot more than | liked living in D.C" 

Aimee had never been attracted to a man after knowing him for about five mintues, but there was something 
about Dan that she liked She couldn't quite place her finger on it. Maybe it was his looks, maybe it was the 
allure of being a rock star, or maybe it was that black Thin Lizzy T-shirt he was wearing. There was an 
awakward moment of silence in which both persons shifted uncomfortably in their chairs and smoked their 
cigarettes. 


"What's the name of your band?" she asked, taking the last drag of her cigarette. 


"The Darkness. Have you heard of us?," he replied, offering her another cigarette. 


"Sounds familiar." 

Dan watched her select a cigarette, place in between her crimson lips (which he found oddly arousing) and light 
it up. He watched her take a drag, the blue-gray smoke circling her face. Suddenly he wanted to feel those lips 
on his body, leaving crimson marks along his skin Aimee noticed that sexual longing look in his eyes and decided 
it was time to take action. 


"You live here by yourself?" she asked. 


‘Sometimes my brother stops by and the other band mates, but it's usually just me," he replied, knowing 
where this question was leading. 


"Does it get lonely on the road?" Aimee asked, her voice sounding a little more raspy. 
She moved closer to where he was sitting and he could smell her tangy scent of cinnamon mixed with tobacco. 
It had been awhile since he had slept with a woman who wasn't interested in telling all her friends about how 


she fucked Dan Hawkins. 


"Do you mean sexually?" 


She answered his question by getting up from the couch, placing her hands on both arms of his chair and 
kissed him. Slowly she slipped her tongue into his warm moist mouth, enjoying the stale taste of tobacco that 
lingered on his breath. Dan drew her into his lap and ran his fingers through her long chestnut hair. He could 


taste her lipstick and he wanted to taste more of her. They broke the kiss. 
"Let's take this to the bedroom," Dan said, cupping her ass. 
"Good idea," Aimee replied, getting off Dan's lap. 


Dan took her by the hand and led her into the bedroom. It smelled like cigarettes, beer, and it had the faint 


scent of vanilla. 

"It's a bit of a mess," he said. 

"You should see my room," Aimee laughed. 
"I hope to soon" 


Dan kissed her again, then pulled her black T-shirt off. Her nipples were firmly erect beneath the sheer tank 
top, which he pulled off too. He fondled her breasts and rubbed her light pink nippled until the were sore. She 
took off his Thin Lizzy shirt and ran her hands all over his chest. He slowly undid her jeans, his fingers grazing 
her skin 


He slipped the jeans down her legs and toyed with the elastic band of her pink panties before slipping his hand 
in. He rubbed the soft mound of hair between her legs, feeling the warmth she exsuberated. He pulled his hand 
out and he could smell just how sweet she was. Aimee undid his jeans and pulled them off along with his 


underewear. He was already hard and quite big. They both fell onto the bed and Dan slipped her panties off. 


Aimee pressed her pelvis against his and began to softly grind into him. She began to kiss his chest, then 
traced his nipples with her tongue, leaving faint crimson marks on his skin. Dan had his fingers buried in her 
thick hair and was rubbing her scalp. Aimee moved her head down to his cock before wrapping her mouth 
around it. She sucked almost every inch of cum out of him. She licked away the salty residue from the 


corners of her mouth. 

"Fuck me," she whispered into his ear. 

"Not yet, | want to taste you first," he said. 

Aimee leaned back on the bed and let Dan position himself between her legs. He parted her legs and Aimee bit 


her lip. She felt his warm tongue slip into her pussy and teasing her clit. He gave great oral sex. She released 


and he lapped up her sweet juices. 


"Did | taste good?" she asked. 

"You tasted like heaven," he replied, kissing her still crimson lips. 

Then Dan mounted her, slipping his cock into her dripping wet cunt. Aimee let out a soft moan as Dan 
penetrated her. Aimee wrapped her legs around Dan's back, opening her pussy up wider to him. Aimee 
screamed in orgasmic delight as she reached climax. Dan rolled off of her. Aimee rolled over onto his chest 
and twisted a lock of his long hair around her fingers. 


"Now | know why everyone wants to sleep with a rock star," she said. 


Dan lightly laughed and stroked her hair. They laid next to each other for what seemed like hours, just listening 


to each other breath. Neither one could remember a moment that was just so wonder ul 
"| have to go," she said 

"Work?" he asked 

"Yeah, got stuck with the late shift," she replied. 


Aimee got off his bed and picked her clothes off the floor. Dan watched her get dressed. 


"Well at least | know you live next door," he said. 
"Must be fate," she replied, kissing him. 


Aimee had slipped Dan's shirt into her back pocket and took it home with her. A few days later Dan had 
stopped by and the had sex again before he told her that the band was kicking up the tour again after a few 
days off. They kissed and said goodbyes. She wasn't sure when she would see him again, but every night she 
would stare at his crumpled T-shirt that she kept on her floor. 


